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‘Isn't this great", James said from the front passenger seat in Metallica's van. "A whole week camping! Leaving 
the city and going into the country, no getting up early every day to go to fucking work, just relaxing and 
chilling out". 

"And fishing", Lars called from the back seat of the van. "And walking in the forest". 

"And getting drunk", added Dave, who was sitting next to Lars, reading a rock magazine. 

"And smoking some weed", said Cliff, who was driving. 


Cliff, Dave, you do those things all the fucking time anyway", said James. 


"Yeah, but itll be more fun getting stoned in the country’, said Cliff. 


"And there's that really nice bar at the campsite too", said Dave. 

"Dave, the amount of fucking beer you've packed, surely we won't even need to buy any at the bar", said 
James. He glanced over his shoulder; most of the spare floor space of the van was covered with boxes of 
beer. Lars was even resting his feet on one. 

"You never know, we might run out", said Dave. "| always feel more thirsty when we are out in the sticks". 
"It must be all those fishing lakes", Lars put in helpfully. "Seeing all that water must make you thirsty". 
James blinked, not too sure about the little drummer's logic. Instead he looked out of the window at the view. 
Cliff had been driving for about 2 hours and they had long since left the city behind Now they were driving 


along a quiet country road, with tall hedgerows on either side. Through gaps in the hedges, James could see 
fields of red and white cows, grazing placidly. Some of the cows were sitting down close to the hedges. 


"Uh oh", said Lars. "If the cows are lying down, that means it's going to rain". 


"Bullshit", scoffed James. "That's just an old wives tale. Besides, its a beautiful day, there's not a cloud in the 


sky". 

"And the cows are sitting down too, not lying down", Dave said. 

"Same thing with cows", said Lars. He pressed his nose up against the window glass. The sky above was a 
brilliant blue, so bright that it made Lars squint just looking at it. "It doesn't look like rain", he admitted. "Maybe 


the cows are just tired". 


"Yeah dude, the hot sun is probably making ‘em sleepy", said Cliff. "Don't worry Lars, no way is it gonna rain 
today". 


"Yeah", Lars agreed, settling back on his seat and putting his arms up behind his head. "I guess you're right". 
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"Ah, here we are at last", said Cliff, as the van approached a turning. A large wooden sign on the opposite side 
of the road said Red River Camping Park Visitors welcome. Cliff turned into the narrow dirt lane, which was lined 
by poplar trees on each side. The van bumped over the ruts and potholes in the lane and the boxes of beer 


inside clanked and rattled about. 


"Mind the beer dude", Dave said anxiously, putting his feet on the nearest box. 


"I can't mind it while I'm driving, l'm not its babysitter", Cliff called back "You mind it instead". 


‘Im trying", said Dave, pressing down hard on the lid of the box with his trainers. Lars also applied his feet to 


his box again. 

"We don't want it to go all fizzy, then when you open it, it explodes in your face", he said to Cliff. 
"Yeah", Cliff agreed. "OK, I'll park on Car Park A, that one is the closest". 

"Awesome", said Dave happily. "And if | remember right, that one is nearest the bar too". 


Cliff soon pulled up on car park A and parked in between a station wagon and a red saloon car. He got out of 


the van and stretched his arms above his head. 
"Oh man, l'm fucking glad we're here at last", he sighed. "| could murder a beer and a joint". 


"Me too", agreed Dave, tumbling out of the back. "See Cliff, aint we nice to ya? We didn't drink or smoke all the 


while you were driving, as moral support". 
"Yeah, you're ace", grinned Cliff, slapping Dave on the back. "C'mon then, let's go and tell the camp owner we're 


here and find out which is our patch". 
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Ten minutes later, Metallica were heading over towards a large field, wearing their backpacks with their spare 
clothes in and carrying some of the luggage. James was carrying two tents, his fishing tackle box and rod, 
Dave and Lars was carrying a box of beer each and Cliff was carrying the larger two man tent and the radio. 
"We need to find plot 34", he said to the others. "That's where we're camping". 


"Here it is", said Lars, hurrying over to a sheltered spot in the corner of the field. "Oh good, we're right next 
to a tap too". He dumped the box of beer he was carrying down in the middle of the plot. "Shit, that's fucking 
heavy!" 


"Lars, move that fucking beer, will ya?", grumbled James. "We need to put the tents there". 


"Alright, alright", sighed Lars, picking up the box and putting it up against the hedge. The other guys put down 
the stuff they were carrying and Dave wiped the sweat of his face with the back of his hand. 


"Jeez, it's hot", he gasped. "Let's go to the bar and get a beer. Ours will be hot after being in the van all day". 


"Let's put up our tents first", said James. "If we get drunk, we won't be able to do it properly". 


lm not gonna get drunk, asshole", said Dave indignantly. "I only meant one fucking beer, to keep my strength 
up". Lars and Cliff laughed and James rolled his eyes. 


"Yeah, sure you did’, remarked James. "C'mon now dickhead, let's get working". 

Dave pulled a face as he glanced over to the tents. Then an idea came to him. "Me and Lars will go and fetch 
the rest of our stuff", he said, slipping one arm around Lars’ shoulder and pointing back towards the van with 
his other arm. "Right Lars?" 

"Uh..yeah, OK Dave", agreed Lars. 

"Nice one dudes", said Cliff. "Me and James will start putting up the tents". 

"OK then’, said Dave and he and Lars headed back towards the van. James picked up a tent and began tugging 
it out of its bag. The outer cover, tent and bag with the tent pegs tumbled out onto the grass below. Cliff 
undid the bag of pegs and tipped them out too. He tried to push a peg into the ground, but it only went in a 
little way. 


"Ah the ground is damn hard’, he said. "Have ya got the hammer James?" 


‘It came out of the bag of pegs", said James, handing the hammer to the bassist. Then he unfurled the tent 
and spread it out on the grass. 


"OK, I'll hold the rubber loops and the pegs and you hit them in’, he said to Cliff. "And don't hit my hands". 
"lll be careful dude", Cliff promised. 


James and Cliff worked together, putting up the two smaller tents. As they were unpacking the larger one, 
James looked at Cliff and said, "Here, do you think that Dave and Lars have been gone a fucking long time 
fetching luggage". 


"Come to think of it..yeah", agreed Cliff. 


James looked over towards the van, but there were too many other vehicles in the way to see much. He 


frowned slightly. Then he reached out and touched Cliff's arm. 
"Come with me a minute", he said. "| think | know where those two assholes are". 


Cliff nodded and followed James, not to the van, but to the bar. The Old Wharf was a large, sprawling building, 
with whitewashed walls, a low slate roof and a sheltered beer garden facing south. James peeped in through a 


couple of windows before stopping at one and swearing loudly. 


"What's up mane", Cliff asked. James didn't reply, he just scowled and gestured towards the glass. Cliff looked 
too and there he saw Dave and Lars, sitting at a table underneath a stag's head, both enjoying a glass of 


Budweiser. Cliff chuckled and James made an angry noise in his throat. 


"lts a good job | didn't bring that fucking hammer with mel", he growled. 
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‘Ouch! Oh come on James, we only had one beer", whined Dave as James ushered him and Lars away from the 


bar, whacking them with the tent bag as they went. "Don't be such a slave driver". 


"Yeah, we didn't have time for any more beers before you and Cliff turned up", said Lars. "Or we would've..ow!" 


James smacked him across the ass. "Awww, have a heart, its hot out here to work". 
‘Ive got a heart, | let you two assholes finish your beers first, didn't |", said James. 


"And he didn't start hitting you until we were out of the bar", added on Cliff. "Thus saving you from public 


humiliation". 


Metallica arrived back at their camping patch. "Right now, let's finish getting this big tent up", said James. Cliff, 


you fetch our other stuff from the van. | know | can trust you". 


"Sure he can", Dave whispered to Lars. "Bet Cliffll have a crafty smoke in the van for five minutes before he 
comes back here". Lars giggled and nodded. 


However, Cliff proved to be trustworthy and half a hour later, the large tent was erected and all of the gear 
unpacked and put away. "Good, now that's done, let's go and get another beer", said Dave, wiping his hand 


across his sweaty forehead. 


"OK then’, said James. "And afterwards, we can take our fishing gear down to one of the lakes and have a quiet 
evening's fishing". 


The rest of the day passed peacefully for the guys. They had a few beers at the Old Wharf and then they 
headed down to South End Lake to do some fishing. There were three lakes at Red River Park and most 
fishermen tended to avoid the South End lake because it was the smallest and they claimed that the fish in it 
were small and difficult to catch. However, Metallica preferred that lake, as they were convinced that it 
secretly contained the largest fish. 

"Remember that huge carp | caught last time?", Lars said as he attached a new hook to the end of his line. 
"You mean that one that pulled you into the lake’, James inquired innocently. 

"Shut up dickl", said Lars, turning red. "The ground was muddy and | slipped in’. 


"I thought you just lost your balance cos you were drunk’, said Cliff, who was lighting up a joint. 


‘| was not!", Lars grumbled. "Anyway we still got the fish out in the end". 


"Yeah, after we'd hauled you out first", sniggered Dave. "When we showed your mom and dad the photo we 
took of you with that fish, remember how they asked why you were wet and you told them it had been 


raining’. 


"Fuck off Dave", said Lars, with as much dignity as possible. Ignoring the redhead's repeated snuffles of 
laughter, Lars cast his line far out into the lake. He set his rod down on its stand and helped himself to a can 
of cola from out of the hamper the guys had taken with them. Then he sat in the shade of a large oak tree. 
Dave took an adventure comic out of the hamper and began reading, Cliff continued to smoke his joint and 
James turned the radio on. He twiddled the knob until a rock station came on, then he too leaned back against 


the oak tree, next to Lars. 

"Ah good idea dude, to put some music on’, said Cliff. "That'll encourage the fish to bite". 

"Hope so", said James. "We want some big ones. Lars, did you bring your camera with you?" 

"Yeah, it's in the hamper", said Lars. 

"lve got a big one Lars", Dave smirked and pretended to unfasten his jeans. "Wanna take a picture of it?" 
"Ewww no, that's gross", exclaimed Lars, blushing once more. "I don't wanna see your dick, stop it". 


"And thats not the sorta picture you can show your parents either", put in Cliff. 
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It was warm and peaceful by the lake and Metallica relaxed in the shade of the oak tree they were by; 
listening to the radio and waiting for the fish to bite. Dave finished his comic and helped himself to another can 
of beer. Cliff was lounging back against the tree, his Stetson pulled down low over his eyes. James lay flat out 
on his stomach, watching the dragonflies darting through the reeds and dancing on the surface of the water. 
After a while, Lars took his camera out of his backpack and began fiddling about with it. 


"I hope there is a good sunset’, he said to his friends. "If there is, I'm gonna photograph it. Here | always think 
that the sun looks so picturesque, setting into the trees behind the lake, the colours of the sky reflected on 


the still waters' surface". 


"That sounds really poetical Lars", remarked Dave. Lars blinked; not sure whether the redhead was paying him 


a compliment or not. 


"Aww, | don't think we'll see it tonight little dude", said Cliff, tipping his Stetson back and looking up at he sky. 
"IFs clouding over now". Lars looked up and sighed in disappointment. Sure enough, lumpy grey clouds were 
making their way eastwards, slowly obscuring the blue sky. James rolled over to look up at the clouds too and 
then frowned. 


"| hope it aint gonna fucking rain’, he said. 
"If it rains, maybe it will wake the fish up a bit and get them biting more", suggested Dave. 


"Yeah but | like the feel of the sun on my back’, said James, turning onto his belly again. "If it rains, we won't 


be able to bum about like this..we'll have to sit up and unpack our waterproof". 

"Did we bring any with us?", Dave asked. 

"I remember packing mine", said James. "Shut up now dude, you'll scare the fish off". 
"Oh yeah and like ACDC playing really fucking loud on the radio won't?", snickered Dave. 
"Nope, the fish probably have good taste in music’, replied James. 

"Hopefully the big ones do", said Lars. "Those are the ones we want most of all". 


"Now Lars, | already offered you my big one", Dave reminded the drummer. "The offer is still open if ya want 


to take me up on it". 


| agree with James", muttered Lars, his cheeks turning crimson. "Shut up Dave". 
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Fortunately for the lads, the rain held off until they had finished fishing for the evening and were packing away 
their equipment. Lars was in a good mood because he had caught a Illb carp. He had been talking about it so 
much that James was threatening to throw him into the lake if he didn't shut up. 

"Aww come on James, you're just jealous cos you only caught a little bream", said Lars. 

It was 3lbs.that's not small for a silver bream", said James, as he finished fastening his rod up in its bag. 
"Come on now, hurry up. We're getting fucking soaked here". The rain was now coming down heavily, with big 
droplets bouncing off the leaves on the trees and causing the lake surface to bubble and boil like a witch's 
cauldron. 

"Yeah, it wouldn't matter if you threw Lars in the lake now", said Cliff, hoisting his rod over his shoulder. "He's 
already wet through". James and Dave laughed, Lars pouted at Cliff and then they all hurried back to their 
van. The field was muddy and there were big puddles forming in the corners. They quickly dumped the fishing 
gear into the back of the van and then raced over to the Old Wharf bar. 


"Ah, that's much better", said James as they headed over to a table in the corner, water dripping off them 
onto the polished wooden floor. "Go and get us a beer will ya Lars?", he added as he sat down 


"Get me one too please", said Dave, sitting next to James. 

"Are you sure they'll serve Lars?", Cliff asked innocently. "He only looks about 12". 

"Fuck off Cliff’, said Lars. "They know me here, of course they'll serve me" 

"You mean that barmaid with the huge boobs knows you", said James 

"Isnt she the one wants to make out with you in the beer cellar before she will serve you?", Dave asked. 
"Yeah, that's her’, grinned James. 

"You two fuck off too", said Lars, going red again. ‘I'm gonna get the drinks. He strode off to the bar, trying to 


look dignified. James, Cliff and Dave all avoided looking at each other, for fear of descending into a paroxism of 


uncontrollable laughter. 
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"And there they go, down to the cellar", said Cliff, as he, James and Dave watched Lars with the barmaid. "And 


in five minutes he'll be back, all dishevelled looking and with our beers". 

James shook his head. "How does he do it?", he said. "How does that little fucker get all the best girls?" 
"He's small and cute. Girls like stuff like that", said Dave helpfully. 

"And he's Danish", added Cliff. "His Viking demeanour must be a real turn on for the opposite sex". 


"As long as it gets us our beers, that's all | care about", said James. "I'm so thirsty, | could drink a whole 


barrell". 


Just as Cliff had predicted, Lars soon returned, carrying a tray with four beers on it. His face was flushed 
and his hair looked as if he had been dragged through a hedge backwards. Ignoring the sniggers and muffled 
laughter from his friends, he put the tray down on the table and sat next to James. 


"| think the rain is stopping now", said Lars, looking out through the window. The glass was steamed up and 
hundreds of raindrops could be seen, sparkling and shimmering on the outside. The only indication that 


suggested the rain might be stopping was that the drops were running slowly, rather than quickly down the 
glass. 


"Ah stop trying to change the subject Lars", grinned Dave. "And tell us what you did with that barmaid". 


"How was | trying to change it?", Lars asked, blushing. "We weren't talking as | sat down, so no subject was 
being discussed’. 


"Yeah but we were talking about it while you were away", said Dave and James and Cliff nodded. "Come on 


dude, spill the beans". 
"Fuck you Dave", said Lars, reaching for his beer and talking a long draught from the glass. 


"Me too? Shit Lars, you've got a lot of stamina today", remarked Dave. James choked on his beer, spraying it 


everywhere and Cliff banged him on the back. "At least let me finish my beer first". 


"And get back to the tent", said Cliff as he handed James a hankie to wipe the beer from down the front of 
his shirt. "The Landlord might be a bit pissed off if you guys start shagging in the middle of the bar". 
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It was after 23:00 by the time Metallica had finished their beers (they had more than one each of course) 
and they made their way back towards the camping field, laughing drunkenly and splashing through puddles that 
were hidden in the dark. The rain had stopped but the ground was still wet everywhere and drips occasionally 


fell off overhanging tree branches. Lars was being partially held up by James and Dave had his arm slung 
around Cliff's shoulder to try and help him maintain his balance. However, Cliff and James were pretty drunk 
too and it was a wonder that they all managed to make it back to their tents without collapsing down into the 
mud. James dumped Lars down outside the first tent and then tried to unzip the larger two man tent. "I'm 


having this one", he said. "The small tents smell weird’. 
"Maybe Dave peed in them last time we came camping", giggled Lars as he tugged at the zip on his tent. 
"Fuck off asshole", said Dave indignantly. "How the hell could | pee in two tents at once anyway? 


"| dunno, maybe your dick was long enough to reach", said Lars. "And you just opened the flap and OUCH!" Dave 
had managed to grab the back of Lars’ briefs and he gave him a hard weagie. "That hurt, you cockring!" 


"Good, serves you right for saying | pee in the tents", smirked Dave. Leaving Lars to try and retrieve his 
briefs from his ass cleavage, Dave staggered over to the far tent and went inside. Cliff joined James in the 
middle tent and apart from a couple more minutes of name calling, the guys soon settled down. James pulled 


off his trainers and jeans and then he wriggled into his sleeping bag, yawning widely. 
"Boy am | sleepy’, he said to Cliff. "I could sleep for a whole week". 


"Better not dude, itll be time to go back then’, Cliff grinned. He too undressed quickly and got into his sleeping 
bag. "Night James". 


"Night Cliff", James murmured. He turned onto his side and fell asleep within seconds. Cliff lay awake a little 
while longer, listening to the sound of the wind in the trees and the hooting of a nearby tawny owl. Then he 
too, drifted off into a peaceful (and pretty tipsy) sleep. 


James was dreaming that he and the others were fishing at the lake again. He had caught a huge fish and he 
was struggling to reel it in but Lars and Dave kept splashing him with lake water. Stop it you dickheads, he was 
yelling at them. You're making me lose my concentration and the fish is gonna get away. Then there was a 
huge tug on the end of his line and the fish pulled him right into the lake. James surfaced, gasping and 
spluttering and furious too..thinking that one of his friends had pushed him in. Then he woke up and realised 
that his watery dream had come about because he was soaking wet in real life. The sound of rain could be 
heard pounding on the outside of the tent and worse still, it was leaking in.with water dribbling steadily onto 
his head, the bottom of his sleeping bag and the middle of Cliff's bag. James yelled in dismay and this woke 
Cliff up. 


"What's goin’ on?", he said sleepily, rolling over and rubbing his eyes. "You OK dude?" 
"No Cliff, the fucking tents leaking!", cried James. He clambered out of his sopping bag and felt around for his 


jeans. "Oh shit, fuck.they're soaking tool" Cliff felt the middle of his bag and then held his hand out, catching 


some drips. 


"Oh man, this isn't good", he said. 


"We'll have to share with Dave and Lars", sighed James. "Fucking tent, | bet the fucking moths have eaten it 


since we last came camping’. 


"Oh well, at least Dave and Lars will have some company", grinned Cliff. 
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Cliff and James crawled out of their soggy tent and hurried over to the smaller ones. James banged on the 
outside of the far tent. "Wake up Dave or Lars!", he called out. "Our tent leaked and we're fucking soaked!" 
Seconds later, the zip shot up and Lars’ head peeped out. 


"Ohh, that sucks", he said. "Come on in quick, it's dry in here". James entered Lars' tent and outside he could 
hear a sleepy Dave inviting Cliff inside too. Lars zipped the tent shut again and fumbling around in the half 
darkness, found his t-shirt. "Here James, put this on’, he said. "That'll warm you up". 


"Thanks dude", said James, pulling the shirt over his head. It was very tight and didn't come down over James’ 
tummy but he didn't mind that. "Ah yeah, that's much better, I'm fucking freezing’. James thought for a 


moment. "You aint got a spare bag in here have ya? Mine is wet through’. 


"No, | didn't bring one with me", said Lars. A naughty grin spread across his face. "Guess you'll just have to 


squeeze in my sleeping bag with me". 


"Oh shit!", James muttered, feeling his cheeks heat up with embarrassment. 
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Lars unzipped his sleeping bag and patted the inside of it. "Come on James", he said in an inviting voice. "There's 
room for two". 


"Erm, maybe | oughta go get my spare bag out of the van?", suggested James nervously. Lars looked 
disappointed as James unzipped the tent again. The wind howled and a flurry of rain rushed in, soaking James' 
face through within two seconds. He hastily zipped the tent back up and shook his head, water dripping from 
his long hair. 


"Nah, I'll just leave it", he muttered. Lars' smile returned and he moved up the one side of the sleeping bag as 
best as he could. James took a deep breath and squirmed into the bag. He was immediately aware of Lars’ 
warm body pressing up against him. Blushing, James tried to move away but instead Lars reached over and 
pulled the sleeping bag zip up, trapping them both inside. He started to giggle as he felt James squirming about 
and getting nowhere. 


"Hold still James, you're acting like you've got a worm up your ass", Lars said. 
‘lm trying not to let it Touch you", said James. 


"Hehehehehehe, | don't mind", grinned Lars. "In fact..".he slipped his arms around James and hugged him.."l 
rather like it". James gasped and stiffened in Lars' arms. His heart began to beat quickly; there wasn't any 


room to move away and he was beginning to enjoy the feeling of being in a tight sleeping bag with the 
drummer. Suddenly Lars began to kiss his neck and James yelped and jerked his body. Lars tightened his 


embrace around his friend and wrapped his legs round James' legs too. 
“Shhh, its OK James, don't be so nervous", he murmured between kisses. "Just relax and enjoy it". 
"Lars, we can't do stuff like this", James said in a strangled whisper. "What the hell will Cliff and Dave think?" 


"They'll never find out" Lars chuckled. "Come on now, be adventurous!" He slid his hand up James’ shirt and 
began to caress his stomach. James whimpered at the touch and tried not to enjoy it so much. But it was no 
use. There was a warm feeling flowing through his body and he longed to turn round and love Lars back. He 
found Lars' other hand and cautiously took hold of it, squeezing it gently. Lars smiled and returned the squeeze. 
"See, it feels good, doesn't it?" 


"Y-yeah", stammered James. He leaned his head back, tilting it to give Lars better access to his neck. Lars 
continued with his kissing for a couple of minutes, then he moved slightly and began to lick James' ear. James 
gasped and tightened his grip on Lars’ hand. On hearing that gasp, the drummer became bolder. He gently 
turned James round to face him and began kissing his face. James pushed his body against Lars' and finally 
embraced him back, ready to give in to pleasure. He returned Lars’ kisses, opening his mouth eagerly to make 
it a more intimate experience. Lars' hands roamed all over James’ body, touching and stroking him to enflame 
his desire. James reached up and ran his fingers gently through his friend's soft hair. Outside, the rain 


hammered down on the tent, drowning out the sighs of joy from the two young men inside. 


"Bet you never thought you'd enjoy making out with a guy, huh?", Lars asked James, as he continued with his 
kissing. 


"Uhhhh!", was all James could managed to say. Lars grinned and began to kiss and nibble at his neck again. It 
feels so good, thought James, sighing softly. Then Lars piped up again 


"Hehehe, imagine if Cliff or Dave DID find out?" 
"Umm, they won't do" said James, caressing Lars hair with one hand and rubbing his ass with the other. 
"They might do" Lars giggled. "| might accidentally tell them when I'm drunk. Or sober!" 


"You'd better not", James growled, sliding his arms and legs around Lars. "You dare and I'll slap your ass so 


hard, you won't sit down for hours afterwards". 


"Oooh, is that a promise James", chuckled Lars. "In that case, l'll definitely tell them!" As good as his word, 
James tried to smack Lars on the ass but there wasn't enough room in the sleeping bag for him to get a 
really good swing in. So instead, he bit down on the soft flesh in between Lars’ neck and shoulder. The smaller 
guy gasped and tried to get his arms free to push James' head away. But James reached down and pinned 
Lars' arms to his side. He continued to bite and suck hard at tender skin, enjoying the sound of Lars' soft 


moans. He paused for a moment and looked up, grinning. 


"Tomorrow, Cliff and Dave are gonna see that you've got one massive hickey, ya know", he said. "And they'll 
know who gave it you too". 


"Asshole", panted Lars, his green eyes shining with desire. James winked at him and continued with his sucking. 
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As Lars lay in his sleeping bag, his arms held at his sides and his neck being ravaged by James’ hungry lips, he 
couldn't help but wonder if things were working out quite the way he had planned it. When James had turned 
up in his tent, wet and cold, it had seemed a really good idea to persuade him into the sleeping bag and then 


make out with him. James was so innocent or at least Lars thought he was. 


What the fuck? | was gonna be the dominant guy here..showing Jamie how its all done. And now he's in control of 


me! 


Finally, James stopped sucking and grinned in satisfaction. Although it was too dark inside the tent to see 
anything, he felt pretty sure that he had marked Lars really well. He released Lars' hands and nuzzled his 
cheek in apology. 


Lars freed a hand from his sleeping bag and reached up to touch his neck. "Shit James, thats sore", he 


complained, wincing as he felt the hot, swollen skin 
"Shouldn't have said you'd tell Cliff and Dave then, should you?", said James smugly. 


"Sadistic motherfucker", muttered Lars, though he sounded more passionate than annoyed. James giggled and 
began to nuzzle at the drummer's face again Finally Lars wriggled free and James squealed as he was tipped 
over onto his back and Lars lay down on top of him. "Now I've got you, Hetfieldl", said Lars, using his weight to 
hold his friend down. James could feel Lars' heart beating swiftly; his warm breath against his neck. The two 
young men began kissing again, with James feeling as if he could never get enough of Lars’ mouth and lips. 
Finally, Lars turned his head and whispered in James’ ear. "Wanna take it further?" 


"How far?", murmured James, gently stroking Lars' silky hair. 
"Let's keep kissing and see how far we get", replied Lars. 


"Sounds good to me", said James, pulling Lars back down towards him for more. 
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At last the wind died down and the rain ceased to fall. The clouds dissipated and high above, the black velvet 
sky could be seen, strewn over with sparkling stars. Dave stirred and sat up in his sleeping bag. What had 
woken him? He listened carefully, there were noises outside. The sounds of James and Lars in the tent nearby, 
gasping and sighing with happiness. Guessing what they were up to, Dave clamped his hands over his mouth to 
try and hold in the laughter that was bubbling in his tummy. On hearing a low chuckle, Dave glanced round and 


saw a raised shadow in the half darkness. Cliff was awake too; propping himself up on his elbow and grinning 


broadly. 


"Sounds like James and Lars are having a good time, huh", he said. 
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Some time later, James and Lars lay in each others' arms; out of breath and completely satisfied. Lars 
reached out and brushed a stray blonde curl from off James' face. Then he planted a gentle kiss on his damp 


forehead and smiled. "How was that James?", he asked. 


"Was really.good’, murmured James. He felt warm and relaxed and his eyes were beginning to droop closed. 


Lars noticed this and giggled a little. 


"You going to sleep on me?", he enquired. "I woulda thought that the powerful, mighty James Hetfield had more 
energy than that". 


"Lars, shut up, unless you want another hickey" James teased. 


"Awww, don't be mean to me Jamie", said Lars in a mock hurt tone. "My neck's sore from the one you gave 


me earlier". 
"Who said | was gonna give you another on your neck?", asked James, a roguish grin spreading across his face. 


"Naughty James", said Lars, cuddling him close. "lm corrupting you, aint |. Anyway.."..he hesitated. "Do you 
think the big tent will have dried out by tomorrow night?" 


"Hmm, maybe" said James, thinking about it. "Probably, yeah". Then he noticed the disappointed expression on 


Lars’ face. 
"Even if it does" he said, "It might rain again and get it wet again’. Lars began to smile. 
"Better not to risk sleeping in it?" he asked hopefully. 


"Exactly" said James, kissing Lars and imagining tomorrow's night of passion with him. 


The End 


